And can that tongue adjudge thee unto hell
Which pray'd forgiveness for his foe's fierce spite ?
No, no; but as in my idolatry
I said to all my profane mistresses,
Beauty of pity, foulness only is
A sign of rigour, so I say to thee:
To wicked spirits are horrid shapes assign'd;
This beauteous form assumes a piteous mind.
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Fourteen

Batter my heart, three -person'd God, for you

As yet but knock; breathe, shine, and seek to mend.

That I may rise and stand, overthrow me, and bend

Your force to break, blow, burn, and make me new*

I, like an usurpt town, to another due,

Labour t*admit you, but oh! to no end:

Reason, your viceroy in roe, me should defend,

But is caj3tiv*d, and proves weak or untrue;

Yet dearly I love you, and would be lov'd fain,

Bat am betmth'd unto your enemy*

Divotce me, untie, or break that toot again;

Take me to you, imprison me; for I,

Except you enthral n*e, aerar shall be fose,

Nor ew chaste, except you ravish me-
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